that in future his Majesty would do well to shut the
windows.

Meanwhile Cromwell was trying to manoeuvre the
Scots into a battle. But he was opposed by a soldier who had
been trained in the Englishman's own ways and on the
Continent as well. David Leslie was one of the many Scot
soldiers of fortune who came home to serve their native
land in the civil wars. He had ridden with Cromwell at
Marston Moor, and he knew just how much help the Lord
of Hosts would be on such occasions. He did not consider
it sufficient to warrant him in risking his men, many of
whom had not yet mastered the complicated process of
discharging a seventeenth century musket, against the
finely disciplined fighting force which had earned on
dozens of fields the nickname of tc Ironsides.**

But if the Scots were not trained for battle, they were
wonderful marchers. They covered incredible distances
across their rocky, unfriendly country without tiring
while the English wore themselves out in the chase. Food
was scarce in the English camp, finally fever broke out and
by the end of August Cromwell was almost ready to give
it up for this year and go home. He decided to make one
more effort to out-manoeuvre Leslie. He drove his weary
army to Dunbar, but when he got there he found the agile
Scots had out-walked him again. Their lines looked down
from an impregnable position on a ridge of the Lammer-
muir hills. It would be suicide to attack even such amateurs
in that place.

That night there were counsels of gloom in Dunbar.
Nothing remained save to kill the horses, embark the men
on ships and retreat. On the ridge above them, the Scots
were giving thanks to God for delivering their enemies
into their hands. But David Leslie was unhappy. The
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